< * . 
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<$**&■ au ^4 ?»fc<r l ^ e^rnf *" r-, 


U, /-*" 


'i'h e k as xw/inipact on me, or not, end that 

hr*s always./aa©« my criterion for choosing a poem for PL’s, 




pages for its rasa/e® (literally taste in the moutiiL/ed^Haoer 

K'S fk* «/” <&*- /" * 4 ^ 0 p** ^ -r\uf, 

a-^aanh g or a pas aagfi of—mn-a-ic. And^xt ^i rfy— t hu e I immediately 

absorbed and still remember the Am English translation of 

fW«" 

an Arabic poem/the painter Dr John Wells of the Isles of 

jj'n rm - ' O'** * 

Scill^/recited to me^jes%— onc -ct - 

Last night the bird of sleep come to rest in me eye. 
It saw my lashes and flew away as if frightened by i 

The’bird* meatap”hop which D.J.Enright so strongly objects to 
in ^^pp^g ulfi^RH gg^S^^SoHtryxLondgn 1 (see APPENDIX) along 
with the ’nets^siraile' made instant contact and made it memorat 


five, ZS f~ C'f * v 1 ** **■• . 

$5k88x£keihe oral tradition of/JL4?4?ex5i*y*^,-<*)f India and other 

countries are now too well known for me to dwell on them 

<. 

and it is my proposition that is is rasa that enables 

<tp . 

peoples to remember whole epics/xndphilosophical irxxxxsHxx 

in poetry 

or; scientific treatises/by heart and recite them for ihd 

< V. 

enjoyment of crowds of villagers or an assembly of scholars - 

ky_jC 3 ?(i//E-t is not uncommon for a recluse in the jungles of 
—• a hitherto unknown 

India^o emerge into sdc ’civilization* and recite/x ten or 

fifteen centuries old scientific treatise or Upanishad in 

pi jiff *■ /Kiun , 

poeiry to the astonishment of scholarsand I maintain that 
tfct- rasa which ' 

it is jxkhs/i±RKXHkxfchxt has almost disappeared in the 

EngixxhxsKKHKxkHdHyx waste*land of English poesie today^ 

/V*-’ /tVA.ty 

through the come-uppance of good journalists,xnd/grafters 

and propagandists } but essentially non-poets^who kx do not 

know the difference between good expository prose- - and the 

vividness of a poetic word which in a kiHpkraxkxK holophras'.a 

(wholeohrasing# jfxkiaiHKxaoc - hoi os = whole) 'process* telescope 

the apprehension of all the sense5y^.nto, ideally,/Q single 

word or ^metaphor that makes a poem, a haiku, xxxkxxxi,the 

or t ( f Vi 


pages for its rasa/ og? (liberally taste in the”mou t h j/Arf a -poem, 
a pit X */- 4*. u^i.A -j pnr hrf.i-jti 

' , J ' r > ' 

a~^xiiibj^Q_r_ji_r^.asage oLaw-ic. And I immediately 

absorbed and still remember the Axx English translation of 
an Arabic poem/the painter Dr John Wells of the Isles of 


Scilljr/recited to me 




CTA't*' ; 


Last night the bird of sleep come to rest in me eye. 

It saw my lashes and flew away as if frightened by net 

The’bird meataphor which D.J.Enright so strongly objects to 


in ^lSMMg.g ||^IjjgJj§?x^gHgtryxLsndHn * (see APPENDIX) along 
with the , nets / "simile' made instant contact and made it memorable 

. a , . ■ . <rr* n*~tt r' * 

J 58 SSxxiieihe oral tradition of^lj-^ex^^^ariof India and other 
countries are now too well known for me to dwell on them 
and it is my proposition that is is rasa that enables 

jfT" 

peoples to remember whole epics/atndphilosophical irxafcxx’ixx 

in poetry 

scientific treatises/by heart and recite them for the 

enjoyment of crowds of villagers or an assembly of scholars * 

fejC—*rrd^t is not uncommon for a recluse in the jungles of 
^ * a hitherto unknown 

Indiato emerge into e± ’civilization’ and recite/x ten or 

fifteen centuries old scientific treatise or Upanishad in 

(A ji~0 *■ ^*7 / /a r~\ mj f 

po- e-tr y to the astonishment of scholars^nd I maintain that 
tfa ' rasa which ' 

it is yxkh x/glHggxkxkhab has almost disappeared in the 

SugixxhxxKKHHxkHdtxyx waste land of English poesie today 

* * <L/» 1 J 

through the come-uppance of good journalists,xxd/grafters 
and propagandistsjbut essentially non-poets^who hx do not 
know the difference between good expository prose and the 
vividness of a poetic word which in a hixphxaxkxK holophrastic 
(wholephrasing# xxhniHXxxx - holos = whole)'process 7 telescopes 
the apprehension of all the sense^nto, ideally,/a single 7 
word or ^.metaphor that makes a poem, a haiku, axghxxal,the 

Or -ti-i/} f 0 

axYxIIanRliexHx Arabian and Indian ghazal/ the vilanelle so £ I 

dear to the journalisitc come-uppaneeof the so-called 

’Movement’who were unaware of its Italian and French origin 
when at the same time they were ranting against 


*• I'M 

‘h 


Americanism, Eliot, Pound, Dylan Thomas, Continentals and 

x2x 

•pure' 

th§ corruption of the/Anglo-Saxon and English fcongye by 

'immigration/, 'expermimentalist contrivance,', 'Tamby-Pamby', 
jindxqMHtxHgxfEEmxfrHmxAidHMSxHHxiKyxxrihxxKiish and(comparing 

poetry readers to IiavKrxYBf xnrstxxK music lovers, quoting from 

AddomT Huxley\in Texts and~ PreTexti ) 'the sort of people whose 

- —'---c atlfr w au lings 

bowels yearn at fehe disgusting/KHfcKXHHx^ings of Tziganes; who 
love to listen to Negroes and Cossacks; who swoon at the 
noises of the Hawaiian guitar, the Argentine saw and even 
the Wurlitzer organ ...In other wordspTXHX®fch8Exw®Ed& they 
are the port of people who don't really like music.' 
Ixxxilxhstxxxx Robert Conquest, who was the most consistently 
rejected poet of the Forites from 1 he pages of PL is T he 
writer xai in his introdcutions to khESKxkx the two New Lines 


Movement anthologies and it is significant that his fxrxk 

own first collection of poems was not published until by 

Maurice Temple Smith who was just then launcing into 

a nd" 

publishing* trak/ch ieflv as a bo ok rH - stri hnt o r-fo r--etfrer 

It is inconceivable I could have published 

■a-" ^ 

his poeras/of the Forties and this applies to khKxixkxrkxHkx 

vi»o, ^r£o -) 

Philip Larkin who was the/Georgian 'star' of the movement; 

I see a girl dragged by the wrists 
Across a dazzling field of snow, 

And there is nothing in me that resists. 

On/ce I should choke with powerless jealousies; 

And now I xdbx seem devoid of subtlety, 

As simple ap the things I see, 

Being no more, no less, than two weak eyes. 

aXa if. t> n 

I quote from Eight Oxford Poets published/.by thejva^ity 
published, L.Caton of the Fortune PressvvJao I/supfaied/wit^. „ t 
new x collections of poets to publish including 18 poeAs ,^^ 
by Dyl/an Thomas^, ny r "if\ Out of this War ^odckkgKxkkHxquxke 
1 * l< U ( rxixKkxHkix Kxi^&KXkhxkxMxxiqf quite rluctantly, xihkkxXx 
, * 1 tl and Drumrnon^HiIiSon who appears in this anthology, unt il ftr ( , f. 1 *' 

? d , i discovered the nature of his pxibl-ishing house from Kexx , ^. l . h 
kxKixxkKHki'iEXX Griselda Gould (Mrs Louis Kentner) xIikxx »■" 

Phxkx who had submitted her poems on my reccmendation. \ • >< . 

Of thfe 25 poets in this anthology many were.my friends 
and the maxsxiiaxkxEHk: poets with a more assured style 
like John Heath-Stuubs and David Wright had already appeared 
in PL. Allison engulfed in the War waited immediate 

book publication which I 




yr 


'immigration/, 'expermiraentalist contrivance,', 'Tamby-Pamby' 
Hn&xiiMHfcxHgxfEHmxfXHBxAidsMxxHHxiKyxwikhxKKiisk and(comparin' 

poetry readers to ixxxxxYEkxiJixxiK music lovers, quoting from 


Aldous Huxley^^in Texts and Pretext^ ) 'the sort of people whc 

-~-_____—catrerwau lings 

bowels yearn at §he disgusting/KafcKxxaxJiings of Tziganes; who 

love to listen to Negroes and Cossacks; who swoon at the 

noises of the Hawaiian guitar, the Argentine saw and even 

the Wurlitzer organ ...In other words^xxinxffkhxKxwxK&s they 

are the sort of people who don't really like music.' 

IxxxIIxhiakxxxx Robert Conquest, who was the most consistently 

Rejected poet of the Forites from ! he pages of PL is *he 

writer xni in his introdcutions to khsssxkx the two New Lin er. 

' Movement; anthologies and it is significant that his £xxxk 

own first collection of 'poems was not published until by 

Maurice Temple Smith who was just then launcing into 

and" 

publishing„ tewk/ch ieflv as a b H i gf ri Vm :-nr„f 
£l lhlire^ 9 ggr> It is inconceivable I could have published 
his poems/^Tthe Forties and this applies to jchKX&xfcxrixnfx 

A » f,y c •» 

Philip Larkin who was the^Georgian 'star* of the movement; 

I see a girl dragged by the wrists 
Across a dazzling field of snow, 

And there is nothing in me that resists. 

On/ce I should choke with powerless jealousies; 

And now I xmx seem devoid of subtlety, 

As simple as the things I see, 

Being no more, no less, than two weak eyes. 

• aL / 1 y. if""* ^ 

I quote from Eight Oxford Poets published/.by thejvanity 
published, L.’daton of, the Fortune Pressvwho I/supl'TliedVwifclj, j „ 
new ? collections of poets to publish including 18 poems , 

^ by Dyl/an Thomas', my,..rmai Out of this War ^xxkkxKxthHxqHxke ^.,r 
M 1 f ** rHlMKkHHkix KiixkKHXkhxkxMxxk^: quite rluctantly ,xxhrkxIx ' 

and DrummonaAflxson who appears in this anthology, until <* r 
I discovered the nature of his publishing house from Mxxx **’ .i 
kHMxxxKKnkHKXx Griselda Gould (Mrs Louis Kentner) xkxxx i V .,' 
pxxmx who had submitted her poems on my reccmendation. U * 

Of the 25 poets in this anthology many.were my friends 
and the mHxeximxkxxai poets with a more assured style ** 
like John Heath-Stuubs and David Wright had already appeared 
in PL. Allison engulfed in the War waited immediate 
book publication which I was f° r( l in 194-0^ _ , 

ixxBEH3fdtxkhxxxxiatxfaB«HMa®xIxxmp(SaKxxa2SISxixmnxxHXHKxi 
^XBKxASSENBIX^xbMlcxkH I state this to put it on record 
that in the 16 numbers of PL under my editorship £ and 
the backbone of 5 further numbefcs was material I nad left 
on my desk when I otsxx left for Sri Lanka, v/ith my 

\ partner's consent, to r^f/se money already promised by my 





two uncles Sip Ga^iner Chittampalam and S.Ratnanafehcr in 

discussion with John Roberts, Managing Director of Nicholson 
- with John,also the acquistion of my former parent company 
^atson,/to buy him off our partnership of one year and some 
fee had a family to support 

months/ since/hftxcould no longer afford to lose money: I sol< 

it • 

him my 4-9# xhxmK of the shares for £25) I/had published neo.i 

all those poets still alive who were of contemporary interest 
despite 



short time I had, and my own particular myopia and taste/ 
despite my avowals of catholicity. (Wow , Kathy, that's a 
long sentece - simplify) 





Second Letter 


Deconstruction with a ^omma 


"r 
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The,/go»4 poem has aj)f ojvtttmrwi,^ total impact on me, or not 
and that was always, ideally, my criter ion for choosing a 


the 
CJ 


poem for PL'S pages for its. rasa (literally, taste in,tl 

Zi HtYi l-'H . ~ryC- r< r**f *}-' -yYrC^ y tv' v u<>r^A />< *1<- _ 

mouth) as the Indians do, whether it be poetry,/danc eYo^e, 

CV r\ ' ' 

passages—ef--s»««irc, I immediately adored and still remember th 
English translation of an Arabic poem that the painter Dr. John 
Wells of the Isles of &ay2!leWcited to me^jait^ once: 

last ni^fefthe bird of sleep came to nest in my eye., 
it saw my lashes and flew away as if frightened by 
nets, 

/The'bird' metaphor which D.J. Enright so strongly objects .to/ 

' f.•, f p £ ft hj K ir*- 

in Stephen Spender (see appendix) along with the 'nets \J simile 


made instant contact^'ancL^' - * 


made it memorable. The oral tradition 
of the literature of India and other countries are now too well 
known for me^to dwell on them and.it is my proposition that it 

ZVw cksf} $ 

is rasa that enables/peenalre t*o remember whejre epics orph philos- 

** or* oO / * A i~\ 

o^hical or scientific treatises written in poetry by heart^a*«L 
♦C'-recaifc—thera—f or the enjoymen t of ' ^rpi^^~Ttf--v-il-lrager s- 1 - <» r—an 
assembly—of-r scholars. 


It is not uncommon for a recluse in the Jungles of India to 'emerge 
nto 'civiliaation' and recite a hitherto unknown :Sfcfe/centeries old 
scii^e>tific treatise or ^panishad in poetry, from memory, to the 
astonishment of scholars and I maintain that it is tire rasa which 
has almost disappeared in the wastjd^and of "nglish poesie today^ 
through the come-uppance of Journalists, literary grafters and 

i-i. f-e-Y A-yy A £C£-*vv rx. 

essentially non-poets, who do not^know the differ¬ 
ence between good expository prosex and the vididness of a poetic 
word which in a holophrastic (wholephrasing)— holos = whole) 'process' 
telescopes the apprehension of all the s into, as 1 have said 

t /< ■*, t jyj. f>. > 

previously, ideally, a single wordx or metaphor,^ In our - Western world 
this^perhaps a difficult idea to grasp. ^iLjthe East from Sri Lanka 
to libet, Manchuria and Japan the word OM^is a one word peem. 1 he 
haiku, the Indian and Arabian ghazal are only extensions of the 
holophrastic one word poem. The sonnet a2^ the vi'iia -^mpsonian 

villanelle so dear to many poets of the socalled IMoveinent(the 

■ V"* 2 v> -J 

poets themselves are en tirely unaw are of^it) wjix ph|has Italian and 


\ : 

» % 

I 1 
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jJX k\~*f irf rY^ K *' Ha +b 4 


xo II 
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<4 ’ —' J WT ^-*• tv' 

The/good- poem has aj)( total impact on me, or not 

and that was always, ideally, my criter ion for choosing a 


poem for PL'S pag^fpr„ 
mouth) as .the Indians do, whether it be poetry,/dancefor, st 

V/ C-i'* A. , ,, 

passages— &£— rwstc. I immediately adored and still remember tn 
English translation of an Arabic poem that the^painter Dr. John 
Wells of the Isles of cited to me/jSst? once: 

last ni^fet'the bird of sleep came to nest in my eye, 
jCt saw my lashes and flew away as if frightened by 
nets. 


/The'bird* metaphor which D.J. Enright so strongly obients^to/ 

r r f P » - r < 4 j * - 

in Spephen Spender (see appendix) along with the netssimile 


made instant contact 


^ank^made it memorable. 


t 


The oral tradition 


of the literature of India and other countries are now too well 

known for me to.dwell pn them and it is my proposition that it 

i /t£& ■rfr'**- (o Oct'S , , . . ... 

is rasa that enables/pjM>«£e ifo remember wh^-e epics orph philos- 

- ** " tf-vY /v-f A l-~\ , 

oghical or scientific treatises writfeen in poetry by heart^a**d 
*N^pecffitb.-them--for^he“en 4 oyman-fe--n#-rnnr?Jds-crf---v-i-llagers—er-an 
assembly-of- scholars. 


It is not uncommon for a recluse in the jungles of India^to emerge 
into 1 civiliaation' and recite a hitherto unknown 3 fe^/centeries old 
scijr^tific treatise or ^panishad in poetry, from memory, to the 
astonishment of scholars and I maintain that it is ixtre rasa which 


has almost disappeared in the wast^l^nd^^of iJ nglish poesie today^ 
through the come-uppance of gg*@d./journalists, literary grafters and 
p popQgan ddrsbsy^d^u-t^ essentially non-poets, who do not/know the difiei- 
ence between good expository prosex and the vididness of a poetic 
word which in a holophrastic (wholephrasing)-holos= whole) ’process’ 


telescopes the apprehension of all the^-^^^P?es^in’'^o, ^as^I^heve ^sai< 
previously, ideally, a single word* or metaphor^ In dorr - Western wor 1 
this/perhaps a difficult idea to grasp. ^n_jthe East from Sri Lanka 
to Tibet, Manchuria and Japan the word OM^is a one word peem. i he 
haiku, the Indian and Arabian ghazal are only extensions of the 
holophrastic one word poem. The sonnet aS^f the xilta ^mpsonian 
villanelle so dear to many poets of the socalle^^'Mov efnent^,^ 
poets themselves are entirely unaware of it) wiag^h^l^s^IItalian and 
French origins/$hich the dditor of the ^NE'W Lines anthologies vrtnrTtolT 
seems to have been unaware when he opposed the eruption 

"liot, Pound, Dylan Thomas, and 


of Continentals said khKx A mericanssm, 

the corruption of the 'pure* English tongue by 'immignation', 'exper- 




imentalist contrivers', ' and (comparing poetry ieade 

to music lovers/^lrmning Al^hs Huxley in T exts and Pretexts , ’the 
sort of people who bowels yearn at the disgusting caterwatiling of 
Tz iganes; who love to listen to Negroes and G ossacks; who swoon a 
the noises of 'he Hawaiin guitar, the Argentine saw and even the 
Wurlitzer organ ... In other words they^ps/the sort of people who 
really don't like music 


Robert Conquest who was the most consistentl 
rejected peet of the 40's from the pages of PL is the wirter in his 

in'roduction to hhe two NEW LINES, 'movement', anthologies, andrit-i-s 

_ _ __ 

si'gnificant' that his wte3±a^firsir _ seTectibn'of‘-peoms was not-pyblished 

until,. b y JjorrigJEemp 1 e~5~.ith .who^was., just- then ..launching, into 

publishing. It^is inconceivable that I could have published his 
p9ems i v ni±^a=46 j rs-ahd'*thi^ applies to Philip Larkin who was the nefi - 
Georgian 1 siaf of the movement^ m r i ^ ^ * 

' '-t'he moon is full tonight 
And hurts the eyes. 


I quote from Eight Oxfor dJ Poets published in 1945 by the /anity 
publisher L. C&ton of the ^ortune Press/ |I h ad supplied him with 
many-new-collections of poeibs to publish including 18^jpo'ems by 
■^ylan 'J-l j .ray own copy, never returned, Out-of This War 

which I had written during a weekend at AudreyBeechams cottage near 
Oxford, quite reluctantly, but-th.e/illSH i ^i ri 5fanding on my doorstep 
and Drummond ■"’llison who appears in^rhiijanthology ? until I discovered 
the nature of his publishin&-h6use'^from GriThelda G ould ( rs. Louis K 
Kentner) who had submitted her poems on my recommgndai^ion^} Of he 
25 peots in this anthology many were my friends and the poets with a - 
more assured style like John Heath-Stubbs and David Wright had already 
appeared in PL. "llison engihlfed in the War wanted immediate book 
publication which I was not able to afford in 1940, and thus Caton. 

I sta e this to put it on record that in the 16 numbers of>PL under 
my editorship (and the backbone of 5 further numberswa's material I 
had left bn my desk when I left for Sri Lanka, jwibn my partner's 
consent, to raise money already promised by. my two uncles Sir 
Gorainer Chittempalara and S, Ratnanagher in discussion with John 
Roberts, Managing director of Nicholson-V.'atson. — with John, also t / 
acquisition of my former parent company — to buy him off our parr W 


•Tziganes;.who love to listen to Negroes and ^ossacks; who swoon at 
the noises of the Hawaiin guitar, the Argentine saw and even the 

JEr'Vd 

Wurlitzer organ ... In other words theyt^e^he sort of people who 
really don't like music.' Robert Conquest who was the most consiste: 
rejected peet of the 40's from the pages of PL is the wirter in his 
introduction to hhe two NEW LINESmovement'. anthologies, and it -is 
sfgnifleant—that his vgtKxhe^irst-'SSIecti6n~rrf peoms was not pyblisliel 

until_^_^_by_Jjprris_l!.emple-&^ith- who_was--just- then .launching, into 

publishing, It^is inconceivable that I could have published his 
p9ems iiwfe^^0^s=aSd't hi ^/applies to Philip Larkin who was the nef - 
Georgian 'sin - ?* of tho * ... a../.* -A*—/ .1 - — * 

The moon is full tonight 

’And hurts the eyes, 

It is so definifce^md bright. I 

^JWhat if it has draw/n up / 

/ All quietness and certitude of wor* h 

j Wherewith to fill its cup, 

Or mint a second moon, a parading)? 

For they are gone from earth. 


I quote from Eig ht Oxford Poets ^ published in 1945 by the /anity 

Publisher L. Caton of the ^ortune Press/ ]I hod supplied him with 

t / \ ’ - ‘ 

many new--collections of poetas to publish including 18 pbems by 
^ylan -L'l i own copy, never returned, 0ut/6f This V/ar 

which I had written during a weekend at AudreyBeechams cottage near 
Oxford, quite reluctantly, butr-the/iSM^^Si^&tanding on my doorstep 
and Drummond ‘"ilison who appears ijT^hiS anthology, until I discovered 
the nature of his publisjiip^hbuse’^from Grih^lda G ould ( rs. Louis K 
Kentner) who had submitted her poems on my recommandaTion^j Of he 
25 peots in this anthology many were my friends and the poets with a 
more assured style like John Heath-Stubbs and David Wright had already 
appeared in PL. Anig 0 n engulfed in the War wanted immediate book 
publication which I was not able to afford in 1940, and thus Caton. 

I sta L e this to put it on record that in the 16 numbers of^-PL under 
my editorship (and the backbone of 3 further numberswdsinaterial I 
had left bn my desk when I left for Sri Lanka,^wifn my partner's 
consent, to raise money already promised By my two uncles Sir 
Garainer Chittempalam and S, Ratnanagher'in discussion with John 
Roberts, Managing director of Nicholson-Watson — with John, also the 
acquisition of my former parent company —to buy him off our parnter- 
ship of one year and some months since ha had a family to support 
and could no longer afford r to lose money: I sold him my 49$. of the 
shares for £ 25 ) it had published nearly all those poets still alive 
who were of contemporary interest despite their political and literary 


f ' w« *- "' f ' ' L "' •< • •/" 

DELETION WITH A COMMA AND-THE ROOTS OF THE MOVEMENT 

When I set ebout collecting material for the first issue of 
the revival PL, about two and a half years ago, my old friend 
Robin Waterfield who had now set himself up as the bookseller, 

Robin Waterfield LTD, of Oxford, presented me with an enormous tome 
Contemporary Poets (1849 pp; St.’ James Press, London, & St Martin': 
Press, New York, 1975» £15) which was a reference guide"to the most 
important living poets in the ^nglish language, selected aby a 
group of distinguished critics, editors and writers of modern poetr, 

• 

I was delighted with the wealth of information in it, with biograph" 
of poets, Msxfc complete bibliographies/ a <?irtical essays on the poet: 
by 300 British, A raerican and Commonwealth critics, some them first 
publishing by PL or/iSSlHSMfi^xiShxSMS^ 1 s’ own expose of the" 

methods of work, and points of view were the greatest interest, and 
they were followed by a critic a//£xkxiDRkH 2 xx 3 tof the poets' woi’k and. 
what I needed most, their addresses , since my two large address bool 
were lost by a friend whole transporting them in a briefcase from 
Mount Vernon to New York. But to my pleasurexn in owning this tome 
soon turned to bewilderment and disgust. Editions Poetry London cr< 
had been nullified by intomission of a COMMA and attributed to a 
mythical London, Editions poetry, i.e. 

Editiond Poetry,London. The entties had been written by my own 
authors and those whose works had been printed in PL/ which made me 
wonder whether the ac^ally mythical 'movement'of yester year had 
anything to do wiiih/and chagrin at myxxKKKHXsthe success of my 
advice tp decpnstrect tge R&phRxivRxsiRiixKxExkHfesi metropolitan 
Establishment of the times into kx rich and healthy cantonments like 
Poetry Scotland and Poetry Ireland .TgRXRRxxiaxlxxffRxxxlxfaxdxRXRxtKgk? 
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